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AN E LEGY| 


Pon the Death of 
g & WILLIAM DAVENANT. | 


If thoſe Great H roes ; of the Stage, whoſe Wit 
Swells to a wonder here, ſhall think it fit, 
When Poet Lawreat rdead. that he ſhould ly 


T wel: 


CL Cays. or mcre, EST ts an Elegie: ; 


I that am lt þ, preſ, ume to undertake, 


A ok Men mor vial or w_ Credits Jake. 


Eath in = - ron of a my 'Poer O come, 
To ſummon Davenant to Elyzium : 
Scnt for by ſtrict Exprels, for to appeat 
Upon the Stage ol (Tempe s theatre.(thoſe 
His Voice com nplc ars tte Chorus among 
Who ſing the Numbers they themſelves compolc. 

Now Davenant is arriv'd, the Ficlds and Plains 
Reſound unto his We "Sk Loity Strains. 

For every Poct there it ſhall be tree 

To raiſc his Joy unto'an Extaſte. 

Imagine him encircled in a Sphere 
Of thoſe Grear Souls who once admir'd him here : 
Firſt, Johnſon doth demand a ſhare in hum, 

For both their Muſcs whip'd the Vice of time : 

Then Shakeſpeer next a Brothers part doth claim, 
Becauſe their quick Inventions were the ſame. 
Peaumont and Fletcher their Petitions joyn, 

This, for clear Style, that, for his deep Deſign : 
Tom KRanaolph asks 2 Portion*mongſ the reſt, 
Becauſe they both were apr to break a Jeſt. 
Shirley and Maſſinger comes in for ſhares, 

For that his Language was refin'd as theirs : 
Laborious Heywood, witty Brome, and Kowley, 
The learned Chapman, and ingenious Cowley, 

Ask their proportions as they've gain'd applauſe, 
By well obſcrving the Drammatick Laws : 

Laſt, Sir John Sacklin ſaith his Title lies, 


| Becauſe they both (were Knights, and) writ conciſe, 


- 
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Thus the Expericnc 'd Davenant did ingroſs 

A Soul of Wit divided among thoſe, 

Whoſe pregnant Muſes have, "from age to age, 

Fix*d ſwelling Glories on the Engliſh Stage. 

A Mirrour of the World, that it might ſe 

Virtues fweet looks, Vices deformity. 

And all is in one moment gone, fince now 

The Lawrels ſaatch'd from mighty Davenant's brow, 
For ever wither'd muſt n le&ed ly, 

T' impale the head of Nights obſcurity. 

Bur ſoft yon black Chymzra ſurc doth bear 
The Mulc of Dovewant throughthe yielding air z 
Through clouds of Melancholy ſhe is brought, 

Clad in a weed of diſcom Ft thought : 
A pendent brow hath hid few "<a as if 


.. It were ic a fable mall and ih meam es 


| Her a arms «75 ys aps; yo - mirth) ens” 
And thus ſhe doti: bewail her Davenant's lols. 

«< Engins of Fancic, crack, and now let looſe 
** Spirits of Ignorance, that ſhall reduce 
* The World to its firſt Chaos, that not one 
© But ſhall drink Lethe "ſtead of Helicon. 

Down with Parnaſſus, and thou Great Apollo, 
Patron of Arts, Inecd not wiſh thee follow 

This wrack of Time s for when it ſhall be ſaid 
Withone poor moments breath that Deavenant's dead 
Thou wilt reſign that happy place, and leave 

Practiſe of Arts, and one . le arn to grieve. 

Sce here Heroick Tragedie. hard fate! 

None to aflume her Crown or Robe of ſtate, 
Comedie wants a head, on which to place 

Her worthy Wreath of almoſt fading Baycs. 

Now thou (Great Soul) art gone, who ſhall main- 
The Learned flue of thy pregnant Brain 2 (rain 
Thy Lovers (now fo different is their ſtate) 

Are both Platonick and Unfortunate. 
Thy Cruel Brothers ſmooth deſigns ſhall be 
Laid open to Times greater Cruelty, 


D 
Now Ignorance is looſe, it is a wonder 


If Madagaſcar do avoid a Plunder: 
Since p n/f it ſelf will be beſieg'd again, 
Nor can great Numbers ſuch a toe reſtrain. 
How caſt thou hope that any ſhould _ 
When on thy 9188s it will commit ar 
Since Davenam's dead, I can forget my bir th, 
And in that rocky ſubſtance of the earth, 
Ill cut my paſlage dceper than the Gran, 
And whiſper ſomething to th Antipodes 
Shall raiſe Imagination to conceit, 
There are no Gods, but Potts Lawreats. 
The EPIT APH, 
Here lyes a Subject of Immortal praiſe, 
Who did from Phebus hand receive his Bayes : 
Admir'd by all, envied alone by thoſe 
Who for his Glories made themſelves his foes : 
Such were his virtues that they could command 
A General Applauſe from every hand : 
His Exit then this on Record ſhall have, 
A Clap did uſher Davenent to his Grave. 
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